CHAPTER      FOURTEEN
I was motoring, last Easter Sunday, down Fifth
Avenue. Just as we had passed one block, we ob-
served that a policeman had held up his hand. We
could not stop in time so we had to draw up at the
kerb. He came over and told us to pull the car into a
side-street and wait There was nothing else to do,
so we did it. After a quarter of an hour, he came over,
I have never heard such language, I gazed at him
fascinated. The man was a genius. In a rich bari-
tone he attributed our ancestry to dogs, sheep, goats
and many other energetic animals. He credited us
with the most obscure, indeed the most painful,
vices. There was no form of debauchery, apparently,
to which we had not long ago sold ourselves.
I leant back enthralled. Suddenly it occurred to
me that he deserved a reward. I undid the top of
my walking-stick, produced a phial two feet long,
filled with whisky, and offered it to our detractor.
He took one look at it, and drained it off, in full view
of the passers-by.
'Now,' I said hopefully, *you can go on telling us
about our lives/
But he only grinned, handed back the phial,
saluted, and went his way.
So did we.
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This chapter is headed 'These Materialists/ The
title - if I remember rightly - is a faint attempt at
irony. It is intended as a challenge to the European
essayists who come over from the mists of the Old
World to the sunshine of the New, blink their eyes